A  TALE OF  VILLAFRANCA,

TOLD IN TUSCANY.

MY little son, my Florentine,

Sit down beside my knee,
And I will tell you why the sign

Of joy which flushed our Italy
Has faded since but yesternight;
And why your Florence of delight

Is mourning as you see.

n.
A great man (who was crowned one day)

Imagined a great Deed:
He shaped it out of cloud and clay,

He touched it finely till the seed
Possessed the flower: from heart and brain
He fed it with large thoughts humane,

To help a people's need,
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